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EDITORIALS. 


We are now undertaking a big thing—to publish a paper once a month, and 
it cannot be a success without everybody’s support. Just think! When the 
Zephyrus was first established in 1905 there was only about a third as many 
students in the High School as there are now and they had a monthly paper. 
Why can’t we? Now, we are going to do our very best to make it a big suc- 


cess. Won't you? 


In the trials and the turmoils of life, we may in time forget the classes which 
have preceded and followed us, but, if perchance, we visit the school of our 
younger days, the Class of 1911 will be brought back to our memories by 
the beautiful statue of ““Victory’’ which they have left as a kind token of re- 
membrance. ‘This class has certainly set a good example for those who follow 


them. 


To the contributors of The Zephyrus we wish to say, that if some of your 
material does not appear in the first issue of The Zephyrus, don’t be angry at 
the staff. Just wait, and it will probably appear in the next issue. You 
know we may have other things of the same character and we cannot print 


them all at the same time. 


The students of the High School have been very liberal in sending in 
material for The Zephyrus. We, as a staff, appreciate it very much. We 
only hope that they will continue with their good work. 


Have we not the sea breeze to blow us along? ‘A rolling stone gathers 
no moss.”’ Let us get in and roll, as some of us are already green with moss, 
for which there is only one cure, “School Spit.” Anyone can roll down 
hill, but it is always an up-hill road to the top of the ladder. It is an up-hill 


road to the football grounds, because it is at the top, therefore always strive 
for higher things. 


THE ZEPHYRUS STAFF 


Who said we were slow (I'd like to know) 
And never could get a paper out? 

Why, here it is. Now, please don’t shout: 
Well how did it ever come about? 


It’s just like this, you understand 
Our editor-in-chief has us well in hand. 
She makes us work. Oh dear! 


If we didn’t she wouldn’t have us near. 


Of course all of you have clearly seen 
How busy Emma and Esther have been. 
The busiest of scribblers on the staff, 


To see them work would make you laugh. 


Besides, there are our managers; 
One sees to money, the others to “‘ads” 
For Edith and John both have the “go” 


And see that none of the businessmen are slow. 


There are others yet that we do not mention 
That we surely believe deserve a pension, 
For they have worked, and they have striven 
To make this paper something which even 
You must admit—beyond anticipation 


And all of it done without ostentation. 


—E. L., "12. 


LONESOME LODGE. 


‘*Hello, there!’’ called a cheery voice across the campus. Channing 
turned to see who had hailed him, and as he did so a look of surprise crept 
into his face. 

“Why, hello, Ellington, old chap! How are you?” ‘Then as his aston- 
ished gaze rested directly on his friend, he exclaimed: “Good heavens, man! 
what’s the matter with you> Why you've studied so hard this summer that 
your hair has turned gray.” 

Ellington smiled faintly. “‘No, it’s not study,” he said, ‘“But that’s a 
long story. _I’Il come up to your room tonight and tell you about it.”’ 

So it happened that Phillip Ellington, on the first night of the fall term, 
sat before the fire in his friend’s room and told the following story: 

“You remember Dick Gearing. He graduated in your Freshman year. 
Well, he and I went duck hunting just a few weeks ago, down in the Swamp 
Grass country. We pitched camp on a likely looking lake, about a quarter of 
a mile from a little one-horse town called Harrisburg, so named after an old 
fellow by the name of Harris who used to own most of the land around there. 
He was a peculiar sort of chap, never took much notice of anything and lived 
all by himself with only a hunchbacked valet. Gossip says that he once had 
a beautiful wife who, in some way, disappeared and he seemed to have gone 
crazy about it. However, he had been dead about ten years by the time we 
struck the country. His old house and estate had been turned into a summer 


hotel for invalids. Very encouraging outlook for invalids, I must say. 


“Well, to go on with my part of the story, Dick and I hired a canoe for 
a week and so far had had excellent luck. One day, however, the birds 
seemed to fly northward, up toward the swampy inlet of the lake, and Dick 
resolved to chase up after them. Of course I voted ‘yes’ and we started up 
about four o’clock in the afternoon. It took us nearly two hours to reach the 
upper end of that lake, and when we did get there, much to our discomfort, it 
began to rain. No gentle, hissing sort of rain, but a good steady downpour. 


We made land and started to get comfortable under the canoe, when all of a 


sudden Dick gave a whoop. 


“ “Hurrah! A house!’ he cried. ‘I see a chimney in the trees over there.’ 
Off he darted and was soon back again to announce that the shack, as he 
termed the place, was deserted, the door was as rotten as punk, and it was as 


dry as flinders inside. 


We immediately picked up our belongings and, running through the rain, 
reached the house. It was a low structure, built on the bungalow style. The 
windows were boarded up, weeds grew rank about the door and in the crevices 


of the roof. It looked to me like an old hunting lodge. 
““We went through the kitchen door, which Dick had kicked in, and stepped 


into a musty, dark room. As we did so, I heard a soft, swishing sound like 
the trailing of a woman's skirts. I said nothing; it might have been the rain. 
On one side of the room stood an old, rusty stove, on the other side a door, 
probably leading down to the basement. Beside the door lay the skeleton of 
a small dog; before us, a doorway leading into the other part of the house. 
I must say I didn’t like our lodgings. An uncanny feeling seemed to prevail 


throughout the place. Dick, however, was in high spirits. 


**As it was quite dark now Dick lit an old tin lantern he had brought from 
camp. We then proceeded to investigate our lodgings. The doorway in 
front of us was empty, the door having been torn from its hinges. Dick picked 
up the lantern and walked through the doorway, I following with our guns and 
blankets. We found ourselves in a hall, from which four doors opened. We 
looked into every room but only empty space greeted us. The last room of 
all seemed the least uncanny of the four, there being a large fireplace in it. 

‘Bully,’ said Dick, ‘I see where we have a rousing good fire as soon as 
I tackle some of that old wood I saw out in the kitchen.’ 

“We retraced our steps to the kitchen. Dick went over to the wood-pile, 
but I stood transfixed in the doorway. 

***The dog!’ I said, trembling. 

‘* What about it? I don’t see it,’ said Dick. 


es 


‘That’s just it,’ I said; ‘it’s gone.’ 


“Well, what of it? I can’t say he was a particularly desirable com- 


panion,” replied Dick, flippantly. 

“Silently we took the wood back to the dining-room, as | think it must 
have been. Dick piled the wood in the fire-place and, as the roaring blaze went 
up the chimney, he burst into a jolly old college song in which I joined heartily. 
Our voices had scarcely died away in the corners of the room when we heard in 
the front of the house the soft tones of a woman’s voice singing to the accom- 
paniment of a violin. 


“Dick and I stared blankly at each other for a moment. 


‘**Some poor wanderer caught in the rain,’ he said, and went toward the 
door. The singing ceased; we went into each of the three rooms. We found 
nothing but bare walls. 

‘* ‘Queer, isn’t it?’ I said, ‘but, then, the wind plays all sorts of queer 


tricks in these old houses.” 


‘We returned to the fire, it was nearly out. As we piled on more wood 
the sound of footsteps in the hall attracted our attention. Dick threw open 
the door and I pointed my gun into the blackness. 

‘** ‘What's there?’ I called, but only the sound of raindrops fell upon my 


ears. 


“Once more we returned to the fire, this time rather frightened. We were 
both staring into the blaze when a woman’s smothered cry broke out upon the 
silence. We remained motionless. Then something was dragged along the 
hall and out into the kitchen; a door was flung violently open; something was 
dragged down the stairs; we heard it bump from one step to another. Mechan- 
ically I counted the bumps. When I had reached the ninth, a piercing shriek 
rent the air, followed by the crash of breaking glass. 


“T glanced at Dick, his face was white and set. He sprang up. ‘Come 
on, Phil,’ he whispered, hoarsely, grabbing up his gun and making for the 
door. I followed with my gun and lantern. When we reached the kitchen, 
the cellar door, which before had been closed, was ajar. We went cautionusly 
down the cellar stairs into the weird darkness below. The light of the lantern 
penetrated into all the corners but one. Old wine bottles were piled against 


the wall, and a great many broken ones lay scattered over the floor. Our in- 


terest was centered in that black corner. Dick raised his gun and pointed it 
at the darkest spot. 


see 


If there is any one there, I will fire when I say three,’ he said, in a cool, 


steady voice, but there was no response from the blackness. 


“One!” he said distinctly; “ITwo!’ rang out almost impatiently; “Three!’ 
and the sharp report of his gun rang through the musty cellar. Then suddenly 
it seemed as if by some invisible force, the lantern was dashed down the stairs, 
we were precipitated violently against the wall, and I knew no more until I 
found myself out in the clear fresh air. I was running beside Dick towards 
the canoe, behind me I heard the howling of a dog. Later Dick told me, that 
when I fainted he dragged me up the stairs and into the kitchen just as the cellar 
door slammed behind him. As he carried me out into the open he heard harsh, 
grating laughter through the rotten timbers of the house. 


‘We jumped into our canoe and paddled steadily down the lake all night. 
When dawn broke we were far below camp. We doubled our course, and 
it was on rounding a curve below the camp that Dick noticed that my hair had 


turned very gray. 


“We left for town immediately, but before leaving told some of the country 
people of our frightful experience. They told us that years ago the lodge had 
belonged to Harris, and for a long time had been considered haunted. Once 
a man had stayed there all night, but came back in the morning a raving maniac. 
No one would live near it and for this reason it had been called “Lonesome 


Lodge.’ ”’ 


It was one o’clock when Ellington had finished telling Channing this story, 
but the two friends sat long before the fire, thinking of the probable tragedy of 


that terrible lonesome lodge. 





ECHOES FROM THE NEHALEM VALLEY. 





It was well along toward the first of July, 1911, when a delegation from 
the Faculty of the Astoria High School set sail for the wilds of the Nehalem 
Valley. The expedition consisted of the Teacher of History and the head of 
the Department of Latin. 

No railroad or trolley line connects Astoria with the town of Elsie, which 
was our destination. However, our fellow-citizen, Mr. William Deeds, runs 
a stage to that point thrice a week, when the weather is favorable and the wind 
in the right direction. 

We arrived at Elsie about six P. M. Our reception was not marked by 
any remarkable outburst of enthusiasm. No brass band brayed forth a wel- 
come; no delegation of prominent citizens was there to welcome us to their 
midst. However, the proprietor of the combined post-office and store, which 
constitutes the town of Elsie, invited us to supper. The invitation was 


unanimously accepted. 


The next morning we moved forward about two miles and pitched camp, 
as our beloved Caesar would say. The Teacher of Latin, having made a 
special study of Caesar’s campaigns, was put in charge of the baggage and 
allowed to carry the pack. The Teacher of History acted as rear-guard, and 
the expedition advanced in good order. 


In many ways our equipment resembled a small edition of Roosevelt’s fam- 
ous trip to Africa. The baggage consisted chiefly of guns. While we were 
unpacking from the stage, a large buck deer came up and stood a hundred 
feet away watching the proceedings. When he got a good look at the small 
arsenal that was being unloaded, he disappeared into the woods, and has never 
been back in that neighborhood since. 


Upon arriving in camp, Mr. Johnston was elected cook, and nobly did he 
fulfill the duties of that difficult office. During the summer many visitors came 
to our camp, sampled our cooking, and pronounced it good. One man even 
had the courage to come back a second time, and, according to the latest reports, 


he still lives. 


Our days were spent in hunting and fishing. At night we sat around the 


camp-fire and sang. As our melodious voices blended in harmony over the 
still woods, the denizens of the forests were filled with consternation and, with 
one accord, they fell back to a safer distance. At first an old screech-owl was 
accustomed to perch near our camp at night, and to try to run a concert in 
opposition to ours. However, he soon gave up in disgust, for he seemed to 
realize that we had him outclassed. 


There is plenty of small game in the Nehalem Valley that is easy to get. 
This was fortunate for us, as we are not expert marksmen; but when rabbits are 
so tame that they will walk up to the end of your gun and look down the barrel 
to see what kind of ammunition you are using, there is no excuse for scarcity 
of meat. By constant practice we improved our marksmanship until we could 
hit a barn door three times out of four. 

The largest trout caught was sixteen inches in length. Mr. Johnston 
hooked one that was four feet long, but it escaped. He afterwards admitted 
that he might have overestimated the size of that fish. He says that it may 
have been three feet and eleven inches long, but he refuses to come down any 
further. 


To anyone looking for a good camping place where game is plentiful and 


where the high cost of living will not worry him, I can heartily recommend the 


Nehalem Valley. 


—R. S. M. 





THE ORIGIN OF THE ROSE. 





ears ago, in a beautiful land, there dwelt a lovely maiden 


-eyes as blue as the summer sky, cheeks like roses, 





teeth like pearls, and hair with a sheen of gold. 
After reading the above introduction you would think this maiden 

perfection—a thing of beauty and a_ joy forever—but, alas, she had one 

defect—a tongue that was as sharp as the proverbial two-edged sword, and 


that pricked like the thorns of a rose. 
One day, as she was dancing happily along, beautiful in the glow of youth 


and health, the queen of the fairies drove by in her chariot. Our young friend 
looked at her saucily, but showed no mark of respect such as the queen was 
in the habit of receiving whenever she travelled abroad. The queen stopped 
and said to her kindly, ‘“‘Make an obeisance to me, child,”’ and what do you 
think this naughty girl did? She stuck out that sharp-pointed tongue and danced 
merrily away—but not far, for ere she had gone but a short distance, the fairy’s 
wand touched her and she was changed into a rose—pretty to look at, fragrant, 
and queenly, but full of prickly thorns. “‘Beware of the Rose.” 


I plucked this one and in its heart I found this story. 
—J. M. G.—A “Freshie.” 


LITTLESERESHIE: 


Once upon a time, as all good stories begin, there 
was a poor little Freshie wandering alone through the 
Depths of Knowledge, which premeate the Astoria 
Hich School. Now, some of you Wise Heads may 
think this tale a fake, but I heard it myself from the 
poor little Freshman, whose name was Ever Green. 

On the first day of her recitations (>) in the Build- 


ing of Learning, Ever Green sat nervously through five 





long periods, not knowing what to do, and just about the time that the poor 
little Freshie’s poor little stomachbegan to tell her it was eats time, a bell rang. 
Up she jumped, and ran for the door, but all the other Freshies sat in their 
seats like good little children. Ever Green timidly followed a long line of 
Silly Looking Things, probably Second Term Freshmen, but to her surprise, 
they did not go to the cloakroom, but filed solemnly into a room on the left. 
Poor Ever Green! She was afraid to go back over the miles and miles 
of hall, that lay between her and the room, where a monstrous booggy bear of 
a Man with Glasses reigned over all the other little Freshies, who looked at 


him with eyes as big as saucers. 


Oh that insignificant, lonely Freshie! What would she do? Just then 


she glanced around and saw a Stoneman looking at her from the distance, and 


her heart immediately sank to the basement, and now having lost heart she softly 


opened the glass-panelled cloakroom door a quarter of an inch and slipped in. 


There she stood trembling clear to the end of the braid which hung down 
her back. Presently, on glancing up, she saw through the door on her right a 
stout person, with a little bit of a red sweater and big, far-seeing eyes looking in 
at her. Poor Ever Green ran like a terrified mouse to the other end of the cloak 
room and—Hiorrors! the first thing she knew a great tall thin person with loose- 
fitting clothes and glasses over his eyes, which, of course, made him see twice as 


far as the other person, looked down upon her from his tremendous height. 


Ever Green shrank to the size of a hatpin; she looked at her watch, it was 
thirty seconds to Twelve; she had been there hours and hours and now she was 


to wait, she did not know how much longer. 


Then that poor little Freshman fell down on her knees, and prayed with all 
her might, and just then all the Learned Students came trouping in and poor 
little Ever Green ran down the big stone steps, away from the labyrinth of 
torture and straight home to her mother. 


—D. E., °12. 


(Editor’s Note: This is a true account of the experiences of one of this 


Term’s Freshmen. ) 


Theorem: All bright pupils write poorly in the A. H. S. 
Let: All bright pupils write in the A. H. S. 
To Prove: All bright pupils write poorly in the A. H. S. 
Proof: All pupils are bright in A. H. S. 
(Hyp) 
All pupils write poorly in A. H. S. 
(Ax.) 
OJE.D: 
-, All bright pupils write poorly in A. H. S. 


THE FRESHIE’S SOLIOQUY. 





To study, or not to study, that’s the question. 

Whether ’tis nobler in your class to sufter 

The jeers and banters of the upper classmen 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles 

And with five studies end them. 

To study; to pass, to be a Fresh no more: 

And by passing end the heartache and the thousand and one ills, 
Freshies are heir to; ‘tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wished. Too study, to take the exams; 

To take the exams! perchance to flunk—ay, there’s the rub; 
For in that state what unknown things may come 


When we have shuffled off this Freshie coil 
Must bring repentance. There’s the respect 


That makes us live so long a Freshie’s life, 

For who would bear the scorn of Juniors 

The hints of Seniors, the insolence of Sophomores, 

The inconvenience of conflicts, 

The glare of the principal, the groans of all the teachers, 
The stings of his Senior sweethearts, 

The horrors and the owl-like loneliness. 

Who would bear to fret and groan under a Freshie’s life 
But that the dread of flunking— 

That awful possibility from whose meshes 

No venturer escapes, makes cold the feet 

And makes us bear the ills we have 


Than fly to others that we know not of, 
—J. D. G, 714. 


SCHOOL NOTES. 


The fall term of the Astoria High 
School opened on September 18th. The 
Joy attendant on the occasion was signified 
by the smiling faces of the students as they 
filed to the various rooms for registration. 
The very air seemed full of happiness. Old 
friends who had not seen each other the 
whole summer, clasped hands in a happy 
reunion, and all seemed glad of their pri- 
vilege of once more meeting under the same 
roof. 

As usual the Freshies were at a loss to 
know what to do. They congregated in 
the halls; and with their thumbs in their 
mouths, seemed to glory in the thoughts of 
a well-spent past and the prospects for a 
prosperous future. They were finally coralled by the rare ability of our prin- 
cipal, Mr. Stone, and were herded into a spare room, where they were soon 


put at their ease by Mr. Crockett. 





The beautiful statue presented to the school by the Class of 1911 is now 
in the building. It is in the form of Caproni’s “Statue of Victory,” of excellent 
workmanship. It is the first work of art presented to the school and will re- 
mind succeeding classes of the excellent spirit and record of the class for which 


it stands and we hope will prove an inspiration to them. 


From the floor the statue reaches a height of seven feet. The cylindrical, 
one and a half feet in diameter, stands three feet high; the base of the statue 
is a plinth surmounted by a ball. Upon this is gracefully poised the Victory, 
whose attitude of onward motion and the crown of victory held high in hands 


extended, bespeak her mission. 


Her garments, as she moves forward, are blown backward by the wind, 
revealing that beauty of form wrought only by the most skilled artist. In the 
lines of the neck and face the contours of feminine beauty seem perfectly 


wrought. The curves about the eyes and the drooping lids lend a seriousness, 


which is unmistakable, to the expression of the face. Her arms describe a 
beautiful circle above her head, while in her hands she holds a wreath. ‘The 
soft cream tint of both statue and pedestal produce a pleasing effect to the eye. 

The Class is to be commended for its judgment in selecting this statue. It 
is a fitting token of the love and gratitude that they hold for the school. 

Of last year’s corps of teachers, Miss Badollet, Miss Hulse, Miss Wood- 
ward, Miss Loucks, Mr. Johnston and Mr. Merrick have returned. ‘The 
vacancies caused by Mr. Schmidtke, Mr. Ford, and Miss Moncrief’s not re- 
turning, were filled by Mr. Stone, Mr. Crockett, and Miss Maginnis. Miss 
Ritter has been engaged to take charge of the recently installed Department 
of Domestic Science. 

Mr. Schmidtke will teach in the Academy of the Pacific University at 
Forest Grove, Ore., and will also take an advanced course in science at the 
University. 

Mr. Ford has been chosen by the school board of Spirit Lake, Idaho, to 
fill the position of Superintendent of Schools at that place. 

Miss Moncrief has removed to California, where she has accepted a position 
in one of the High Schools of the State. 

The Manual Training Department of the city schools, which was formerly 
located in the High School building, has been moved to the McClure building. 
This change was made to allow the pupils from the grades all over the city to 
take the manual training course. Although the walk to class is longer than 
formerly, the students will enjoy the fresh air and, in consequence, will be in 
better condition for the work following. 

This year the department is under the management of Mr. Fertig, of the 


McClure school. By adding more tools to the department he has increased the 
facilities for the work. 





SOCIETIES 


Adelphians. 


The Adelphians would not allow a 
good man and an efficient President to ¢% 
leave the chair, so they re-elected Wallace ~ 
Eakin. With Wallace Eakin as President : 
and Edith Lorntsen as Secretary, they ex- 
pect to be well toward the front with inter- 
esting programs and meetings. They are 
also very much pleased that they were able 
to secure two new leaders, Miss Maginnis 
and Mr. Crockett. You may expect new 
ideas from them, for they are ready to sur- { 
prise you. Their first program, which was ae 
held on October 6th, was a splendid be- 


ginning. It was original and humorous. 


& 


ra 





Those who went only to be entertained were satisfied, as were all others. The 
Program Committee promises something new for each program. The Adel- 


phians were fortunate in their share of new Freshmen. 


W auregans. 


The Wauregans met for the first time this term on October 6, 1911. 
Some very interesting numbers were arranged by the committee, among which 
was an informal debate. In the debate one of the girls, finding she had to 
speak, was very frightened, but accomplished her part very well. Afterwards 
she said that she was scared to death to speak, but she only did so because she 
was a Wauregan. Now, if every society, class, or club in the Astoria High 
School had as loyal members and as much spirit this school would be one of 
the best in the country. 

Last year the Wauregans defeated the Adelphians and hope to win over 
the Alfredians this year. 

The officers for this semester are: Lenore McGregor, President; Esther 


Jeffers, Vice-President; Hilma Lindberg, Secretary. 


Alfredians. 


On Friday, October 6, 1911, the Alfredian Society held the first regular 
meeting of the term. The best feature of the program was rendered by the 
Alfredian Quartet, consisting of Gearhart Larsen, Donald Roberts, De Witt 
Gilbert, and Clarence Cordiner. The selection, that touching ballad, ‘““Why 
Does the Ocean Lie so Close to the Shore?’’ was rendered with that wonder- 
ful technique and miscellaneous tempo peculiar to this quartet. The number 
was highly applauded, but the aforesaid vocal artists refused to respond, being 
sensitive to the honor bestowed upon them. 


The officers of the society are: President, Gearhart Larsen; Secretary, 


Ella Karinen; Treasurer, Virginia Peterson. 


LSS ee 


Concerning Chemistry. 


If there should be another flood, 
For safety, hither fly; 

Though all the world should be submerged, 
This book would still be dry. 


Once there was a little Freshie, 
And he came here in the fall, 
And he opened his mouth in wonder, 
As he gazed about the hall. 
But now his ways are nervy, 
And he grins form ear to ear. 
He’s grown up (>) and he thinks it’s funny 
How the Freshies act this year. 





Senior Notes. 


Che Senior Class was organized on September 20th with an enrollment of 
twenty-five members. The following officers were elected: President, Will- 
1am Wootton; Vice-President, Virginia Peterson; Secretary, Lenore McGregor; 
Treasurer, Leola Ball; Sergeant-at-Arms, John Crockett; Class Editor, Ella 
Karinen; Class Artist, Tong Sing. 

Class spirit is shown in abundance, and the Class of *12 will endeavor to 
outrival all the preceding and on-coming classes in work as well as in spirit. 

The Class colors are red and white. Motto: Finis coronat opus (The 


end crowns the work). Class Flower: The crimson rambler. 


Junior Notes. 

The Class of *13 held its first meeting of this semester on September 27, 
1911. The meeting was called in order that the Class officers might be elected. 
Those chosen were: Lloyd Hammerstrom, President; James Moberg, Vice- 
President; Rose Anderson, Secretary; Carl Drilling, Treasurer; Lief Halsan, 
Sergeant-at-Arms; Bernice McGregor, Editor; Anna Thompson, Artist; 
Emma Wootton, Historian. 

It will be indeed a safe prediction that the Juniors will not be lacking in 


class spirit, and that they will make things hum. 


Sophomore Notes. 
The Sophomore meeting for the election of officers was held and was well 
attended. This class gives indications of being an interesting one. The fol- 


lowing officers were elected: President, George Riefle; Vice-President, Hugh 


Pendergast; Secretary, Alfred Gerding; Treasurer, Russell Fox; Sergeant- 
at-Arms, William Ipark; Artist, George Kaboth; Editor, Eileen Tompkins. 


The class colors are old rose and olive green. 


Freshman Notes. 


The Freshman Class held their first meeting of this semester September 29th 
and the following officers were elected: President, Wetzel Griffin; Vice- 
President, Margaret Barry; Secretary, Nancy Welch; Treasurer, Lorens Lo- 
gan; Editor, Mildred Copeland; Sergeant-at-Arms, Duane Souden. 


ATHLETICS. 


The gymnasium has been remodeled and the plaster walls which were so 
injurious to the basket-ball players have been replaced by wainscoting to the 
height of ten feet. The south wall has been entirely rewalled with flooring, 
making it possible for hand-ball enthusiasts to enjoy the sport. 

Nearly all arrangements have been completed for the installing of a com- 
plete set of gymnastic apparatus, and it is expected to be ready before the be- 
ginning of next semester. Shower baths are also being installed in connection 


with gymnasium work. 
Football. 
The season opened with bright 


prospects for a good football team. 
There were some of the old players out 


in their football togs, and an abund- 





ance of new material from which to 
choose the other members of the team. Since the second Monday in the 
school year, the boys have been out undergoing hard practice daily under 
the able coaching of Mr. Lawrence Rogers. 

Games have already been spoken for, but no final schedule has been 
arranged. 

Tennis. 

The Tennis Club has reorganized and all those who wish to play tennis 
may do so, providing they first pay their initiation fee. Some of the players 
are already practicing for the anticipated class games. 





Myrtle Harrison, 11, is enjoying life at Washington University, Seattle. 


Margaret Griffin, 11, has gone on an extended Eastern trip with her 
father. They will visit Washington, D. C., Canada, and many other points 
of interest, returning in time for Margaret to enter Mills College in February. 

Dr. Percy Tagg, ’07, has opened a dental office in San Francisco. All 
Astoria High School Alumni can have their teeth extracted free of charge. 

Frank Parker, ’06, is still climbing. He is in the employment of the 
General Electric Company and is now stationed at Seattle, so will occasionally 
visit with his parents and friends here. 

Arthur Danielson, °10, and Anson Allen, "11, have both entered as 
Freshmen at Stanford University. 

Hamilton Garner, 07, of Stanford University, having taken extra summer 
work, will graduate at Christmas this year, instead of in June, 1912. 

Ira Gaston, ’11, is nicely located in Eugene. 

Edwin Short, ’09, is perhaps the first of the Astoria Alumni to have en- 
joyed a trip abroad. He is a cadet at Annapolis and spent last summer tour- 
ing with a training ship. 

Otto Utzinger, 06, is still at Johns Hopkins. He spent a part of his 
vacation last summer as a director of a children’s playground, at Baltimore, Md. 


Donald Stuart, '07, is studying law at Stanford University. 


AseH? S. CALENDAR: 


Sept. 18—Grand opening. Oh! you emerald cherubs. William Woot- 
ton returns with all the glamour of Alaska. Big (>) addition to Senior Class. 
John Crockett enters. 

Sept. 20—Program arranged except— 

Sept. 21—Report for classes. Look! What’s this? 

Sept. 22—Tennis Club newly formed. Where is last year’s treasurer ? 
Yell practice on front steps. 

Sept. 25—-Freshies get hungry and see the milk 
bottle ahead at five minutes to. 

Sept. 26—Regular football practice begun. Miss 
Badollet informs us that Mr. Stone has several faces 
down for being out of line. 

Sept. 27—-The rendition of that heart-breaking 
scene, “How William Took His Seat.’’ The Senior 
President, followed by his fold of chemistry students, 
is canned from the library. | 

Sept. 28—Chemistry aprons arrive. Bought by 
the yard. Poor Wallace. Great event! Alfredians 
come in second with the program. 

Sept. 29—The girls scrap over hooks in the cloak 
room. FE. L. ontop. L. P. graduated. 





Oct. 2—Big auction of Freshies among the society 
presidents. 
% Oct. 3—Freshies find their societies, lots of sooth- 
ing syrup wasted. 
Oct. 4—First tests of the season. Oooo-o-oh! groans, 
Oct. 5—(Zip) No chemistry. 
Oct. 6—"Oh!. Why Does the Ocean Lie so Close to the Shore?” Ref- 


erence, Alfredians. 





Every little jokelet has a laughlet all its own, 


Every funny feeling by some story can be shown, 
And if you’ve seen these stories some time before, 


Don’t frown but just laugh once more. 


The notorious “‘comedian,’’ William Wootton, has decided to quit the 
stage and engage in football for the next two months. After the season is 


over he will resume his former career. 


Teacher: “Johnny, I don’t believe you’ve studied your Geography.” 

Johnny: “‘No, mum; I heard pa say that the map of the world was 
changin’ every day, an’ I thought I’d wait a few years ’till things get settled.” 
—Ex. 


Teacher: “‘Can you give me an example of the terms ‘variable’ and 
‘limit’ >” 


Knowing Junior: “I am a variable approaching the limit zero.” 


“Wallace, why did you break your engagement with that school teacher?” 
W.E.: “If I failed to show up at her house every evening, she expected 


me to bring a written excuse signed by my mother.” 


Miss B.: ‘How does it happen that you came five minutes late this 


morning?” 
H. J.: “I guess I must have over-washed myself.” 


Father: ‘‘Well, Lorens, how do you like High School?” 
Lorens L.: ‘‘Oh, ever so much.” 
Father; ‘What have you learned?” 


Lorens: ‘‘I’ve learned the names of all the Senior girls.”’ 


Merchant: ‘‘Well—er—the truth is, my business is hardly worth adver- 
tising.”” 


J. C. (Ad solicitor of Zephyrus): ‘“Then advertise it for sale.”’ 


When a smarty Junior was attending a performance 
of the ‘‘Bridge of the Gods’’ behind him sat a lady with 
a baby on her lap which was crying unceasingly. Unable 
to stand it longer Smarty Junior turned to the lady and 
asked: 

“Has that infant of yours been christened yet, 
ma’am>?” 

“No, sir,’ was the reply. 

“If I were you I would call it ‘Good Idea.’ ”’ 

“And why ‘Good Idea>’’”’ asked the lady indig- 


nantly. 


**Because,”” said Smarty, “It should be carried out.” 





Mr. Johnston (Discussing the Turk-Italian War): ‘Yes, Italy has 
deliberately gone over and helped her self to a slice of Turkey.” 





L. H.: ‘‘My dog knows as much as I do.”’ 
H. J.: ‘Why don’t you get an intelligent dog?” 


D. J. (in Domestic Science) : to W. W.: ““What, are you back so soon? 
Why it was only last week that I gave you a piece of cake.” 


W. W.: “Yes, but I fooled you; I didn’t eat it.” 


Mr. J. (To Va. coming late to the Hist Class): ‘‘Va., I am waiting for 
you ” 


Va. (blushing): ““This is so sudden.” 


“Have gooseberries any legs, muvver?” 
“Why, no, of course not, dearie.”” 


A deeper shade fell athwart dearie’s face as he raised his glance to her. 
“Then, muyver, I’ve swallowed a caterpillar.” 


“Any little girl is a nice little girl’ — 
That’s a good little song after all. 
And it’s better to have loved a short little girl 


Than never to have loved a tall. 


When the Prof. laughs, laugh with him, 
Do not let him laugh alone; 

For a laughing student can cop an “A” 
Where a glum one’s obliged to bone. 


When the Prof. snickers, giggle, 
When the Prof. giggles, roar. 

For a laugh in time means a better grade, 
Than ever you got before. 


What if the joke be rotten? 

What if his humor’s flat 

When a single titter may score an “A” 
What care for a thing like that? 


So though he springs a chestnut, 

Stifle your inner groan, 

When the Prof. laughs laugh with him, 
Do not let him laugh alone. 


D. E.: “I don’t like that picture at all. It clashes with the wall paper.” 
De W.: ‘Clashes! I suppose that’s what you call loud colors.” 


L. McG.: “I'd give you some candy, Bernice, but you know what an 
awful toothache you got from eating some last week.” 

B. McG: ‘‘Why, you got one, too.” 

L. McG.: ‘Well, mother wouldn’t want us both to have the toothache 
together.” 


Wallace E.: ““Would you call McKean an absent- 
minded fellow?” 

McConnon: ‘“‘Well, the other morning he thought he deep," 
had left his watch at home and then pulled it out of his 
pocket to see if he'd have time to go back and get it.” 


L. McG. to D. E.: ‘‘How do you draw a foot?” 
D. E.: “Why, look at Virginia’s and draw her’s.”’ 
L. McG.: “Oh, I couldn’t! It’s too big a proposition 


’ 





for me.’ 


M. W. to H. J.: “Henry, if you put 1000 g. in my hand could you 
hold it?” 


Miss B. (to new pupil): ‘What is your name?” 

Pupil: “John.” 

Miss B.: ‘“What is your last name>’ 

Pupil: “*John.’’ 

Miss B.: “But, surely you have another name. What is it?” 
Pupil: ‘‘Crockett.”’ 

Miss B.: ““That’s your last name?” 


Pupil: ‘‘No, it isn’t. I was born with Crockett, John came later.” 


Mistress: ‘Mercy me, what a kitchen! Every pot, pan and dish is dirty; 
the table like a marine store dealer’s, and—why it will take you a week to get 
things cleaned up. What have you been doing?” 

Servant: “Shure, mum, Miss Mignon has just been down here showing me 


how they bake a potato in the Domestic Science Class.” 


Leola Product of chemical 
Gearhart { affinity in Library + Miss B. — Combustion. 


Miss H. (to G. L. chewing gum): ‘“‘Gearhart, bring me that gum imme- 
diately.” 


G. L.: “Wait a minute, Miss Hulse, and I’ll bring you a fresh stick.” 


De W. G.: “I wonder what will take the pitch off my pants?” 
M. G. B.: “Try singing.” 

De W.: “Why singing>”’ 

M. G. B.: “Because you always get off the pitch when you sing.” 


**Non paratus,”” dixit freshy, 

Oriens cum a troubled look, 

“‘Omnes rectus,’ Prof, respondet, 

**Nihil,”” (0) scripsit in his book. 
III (Gates. ) 





She (as they encountered a vicious bulldog): “Go on, Percy, you know 


you said you would face death for me.” 


He: ‘‘But he isn’t dead.” 
—Ex, 


Back street, 
Banana peel, 

Fat man, 
Virginia reel. 


Have you started your collection of Decorated 
Haviland Cups and Saucers and Cake 
Plates yet? Come and see our 
large assortment 


PON. SGN TN 


Crockery Department 


We carry a complete 


line REACH’S Foot- | Svensons Book Store 


ball and Basket Ball Fine Stationery 
Goods lj \ ig line of Art 
Pictures 





Astoria Hardware 14th & Commercial Streets 


Company Astoria, Oregon 
Res. Phone Office Phone 
480 456 


Dr. A. W. Kinney 
DENTIST 


Hours ‘i ek a om} Night by appointment 





Groceries, Hardware, Glass- 
ware, Etc., Flour, Feed Badollet & Co. 





and Provisions. Groceries 
Fruits and 
BUTCHERSHOP Vegetables 


Fresh Meats 
The best the Market Affords | Yacuum Cleaners for Rent 


Cor. 9th & C 
E. Hauke & Co. me Ries sree 


oC) © KX 
WITH GAS 


PARENT'S DUTY 
It is the duty of all parents to know 


beyond question that their children’s 

eyes are right, or, in case they are not, 

to provide them with proper glasses. 
Negligence in this matter often result 


in fetes derangements throughout the 
system, which is the cause of much suf- 


Just DRY Goods fering on the part of the child aside from 


the visual inconvenience. 
not Wet Goods T. 0. WITHERS 
EYE SIGHT SPECIALIST 
2nd Floor Kinney Bldg. 


over Jewel Theatre 





Clatsop Abstract and 
Trust Co. 


426-428 Commercial St. Astoria, Oregon 








J.H. Seymour | & °— > 


JEWELER . ; 
Woodfield’s 
Official Watch Inspector 


forS.P.& SRR. for Your Picture 


Finishing and 
466 Commercial St. Framing. 





BIG MOOSE SHOW 
Astoria Theatre, Oci. 31st and Nov. 1st 


—FEATURING— 
Big Aeroplane Number and Electric Swing Song 


Pretty Girls and Pretty Costumes 
A Clean Refined Show 


Under the personal direction 
of Enos E. Sandberg and D. H. Preston. 








AP AAO Sgt NS = : $1.00 
Young men’s styles are 
C eg? 4 different from those de- 


Sr] signed for older men, 
- though some older men 
like to wear young styles 
some young men dont. 
Hart Schaffner & Marx 
make smart styles for 
*) men of all ages, all tastes, 
: f on all sizes; and we fit any 
i \ | (ar man, body and _ pocket- 
A\\y NI B= book. 

}\\ Suits $20, $35 and up. 
Overcoats $18, $30, up 


1@ Rares 


This store is the home of Hart Schaffner & Marx Clothes 






| 


WE HAVE IT! 


A full line of Reach Fall and Winter 
Sporting Goods 


Foard & Stokes Hardware Co. 





Hart's Drug Store mirror! 
eee Uizinger's News Stand 
oy Stationery 

tationery School Supplies 
and Periodicals 
a Specialty 


Commercial & 14th 





We Sell the Best of Everything 


In Ladies and Misses Wear 


Qualities and Styles that ea at all times 
the very best, newest and most fashionable 
things to be had. 


TYLER DRY GOODS CO. 
“The Quality Store” 
14th & Commercial Astoria, Oregon 


CENTRAL DRUG STORE 


ERNST RINDELL, Proprietor 
ASTORIA, - - OREGON 





Still Unsurpassed for Purity of Drugs 


The ASTORIA GARAGE 


Hans Frederickson, Proprietor 


Auto Repairing done in Short Order 
Fine Work Guaranteed 


Corner 12th & Duane Streets Astoria, Oregon 





Have you tried our High Grade 
Press Work on Shirts? 
If not, give us a trial 


Troy Laundry 


10th & Duane Phone 33 


For 5 years upstairs over 
Danziger’s — across. the 
street from Tage’s. oF uF 





ILSON’S __ Sittings maae 


STUDIO See 


over Star Theatre No Order too Large— 
None too Small 


STAR THEATRE 
—MOTION PICTURES—— 


The Big Family Theatre 


Only the Best and Clean Pictures Shown in 
This House 


Try 


F. J. DONNERBERG Louis Kinkela’s 


Jeweler 





YW 


High School Pins 





Tonsorial Parlors 
attended by three 
expert tonsorial 
artists. 


Stung!!! 


For an add in 
The ZEPHYRUS 


Allen Wall Paper & Paint Co. 
HOME BEAUTIFIERS 
Corner 11th and Bond 





Wear CROSSET SHOES, best on earth for the 
money— $4.00 to $6.00 


For sale by 


Wherity, Ralston & Co. 


479 Commercial Street Astoria, Oregon 


WAtd 2SIING 


we are exclusive represent- 
atives of the high grade 


Washington Garments 


622 Commercial St. Astoria, Ore. 
Anderson, ‘02 Dr. Chas. W. Barr 
and Erickson, ‘04 Pate 


Attorneysat Law | Phone 455 


Rooms in Fulton-Dement Bldg over Acme Grocery 
over Spexarth’s 


CHAS. F. LESTER 


REAL ESTATE and 
INSURANCE Us 


185 Eleventh Street Astoria, Ore. 


Salvon & Lothman 


PURE DRUGS A. W. Norblad 
Soda Fountain Attorney at Law 
attached 
Page Bldg 


515 Commercial St. 


Frank Vaughan 
DAbDss: 


Pythian Building, Astoria, Ore. 








Chas. Rogers & Son 


Fancy and 
Staple Drugs 


John H. and A. M. Smith 
ATTORNEYS AT LAW 


Rooms 4, 5 and 6 Copeland Building 


Commercial Street Astoria, Ore. 
Higgins & Warren Phone 621-R 
GENERAL INSURANCE 
kin 
Surety Bonds R. H. Hoskins 
Rents Collected D. M. D. 
Astoria Savings 573 Commercial St. 


Bank Building 


Astoria Dentists Co. 


over Whitman’s Book Store 


C. W. McKechnie, Manager 


Formerly owner of the Chicago Dentists 
Phone 564 Astoria, Oregon 


It’s none our business whom you marry. 
Neither is it any of our business by whom 
you are married. 
But it is our business to furnish your home 
after you are married. 
HILDEBRAND «& CO. 
Carpets, Furniture, Ranges, Etc. 





3 Favorite Stations 


GEARHART—16 miles from Astoria 
LARSEN—4 miles from Astoria 
WISE SUITS—all over Astoria 





W. J. Scully | W.A.Sherman 


Dealer in 


safe eaten 


Hardware, Stoves and Insurance 


Plumbi 
umbing Goods 501 Duane Street 


470 - 472 Commercial | Astoria - Oregon 







tein time o «Smart Set Clothes” 
For pune Men and Boys 





- Each Suit Correct in Style, Fit 
and Se ete 


- JUDD BROS. 


Astoria’s Most Up to Date 
Clothiers and Furnishers 


~ oe : he 557 Commercial St. 
an “STORE of CONVENIENCES 
s _ Largest and best Equipped and Stocked 


Book Store in Oregon outside 
of Portland 


or Free Telephone 
Free Writing Desk and Material 
City and Portland Directories 











: : eg i. - stamps Sold « Packages taken care of 
Meet Your Friends Here 





: oS Whitman’s Book Store 






















@ The young man 
who purchases his 
clothes this Spring 
without first i inspecting _ 


THE SYSTEM 
Clothes 


will make a vital mistake. 


@ The character and style almost speak 
they are so expressive of your own indi- 
viduality; you should see the perfection 
of workmanship and variety of ‘shades. - 


§ 






> 


@ Come to our store and try on a few 
of the new Spring and Summer models 


of The L System Clothes. 


HERMAN WISE 
Sole Agent for Astoria 


